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The comicall Hiftorie of 

Clovene.. I will goc before fir. 

Mil Ires looke out at window for all this, 
there will come a Ghrifban by 
will be worth a lewes eye. 

Shyl. What fayes that foolc of Hagars ofspring ? ha. 
Jejfica. His words were farewell niifhis, nothing els. 
Shy. The patch is kinde enough, but a huge feeder, 
Snaile flow in profit, and he fleepcsbv dry A 

more then the wild-cat: drones hiuc not with me, ' 
therefore / part with him. and part with him 
to one that I would haue him helpe to waft 
his borrowed purfe. Well lejjtca goe.in, 
perhaps / will returne immediathe, 

do as 1 bid you.fhutdores after you, fall bind.fafl find, 

a prouerbe neuer ftale in thtiftie minde. Lxu. 

lej. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croft, 

I haue a Father, you a daughter loft. Exit, 


Enter the maskers, Grstiam and "alerino. 

Grat. This is the penthoufc vnder which Lorenzo 
defil ed vs to make (land. 

Sal. His howreis almoft paft. 

Gra, And it is mcruaile he ouf-dwells his howre, 
for louers euer r unne before the clocke. 

Sal. O tenne times fafler Venn pidgions file 
lo feale loues bonds new made, then they are wont 
to keepe obliged faith vnforfatted. 

Cjra. That euer holds : who rifeth from a feaft 
with that keene appetite that he fits downe ? 
where is the hoife that doth vntread againe 
his tedious tneafurcs with the vnbated fire 
that he did pace them firft ,• all things that are 
are with more fpirit chafed then enioyd. 

How like a younger or a prodigall 
the skarfed barke puts from hei^ natiue bay 
hugd and embraced by the ftrumpet wind, 
how like the prodigal! doth fire returne 
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the Merchant of Venice. 

with oner- wetherd ribbs and ragged failes 
Jcanc, rent, and beggerd by the ftrumpet wind ? 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Sal. Heere comes Lorenzo , more of this hereafter. 

Lvr. Sweet'frcends,your patience for my long abode 
not l but my affaires haue made you waitc : 
when you (Kali pleafe to play the thceucs for wiues 
lie watch as long for you then : approch 
here dwds my father lew. Howe whofe within i 
lejjica aboue. 

Jeff. Who arc you ? tell me for more certainty, 

Albeit lie fweare that 1 doc knowyour tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo and thy loue. 

Jejjica. Lorenzo certaine, and my joue indeed, 
for who loue I fo much ? and now who knowes 
but you Lorenzo whether 1 am yours ? 

Lor. Heauen & thy thoughts are wknes that thou art. 

lef. Heere catch this casket, it is worth the paines, 

I am glad tis night you doc not looke on me, 
for ] am much afhamde of my exchange : 

Bat loue is blinde, and louers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themfeiues commit, 
for if they could , Cupid himfelfe would blufti s 
to fee me thus tranf- formed to a boy. 

Lor. Dcfccnd, for you muft be my torch-bearer. 

lef. What, muft I hold a candle to mv lha tries, 
they in themlelues goodfootli arc too too light. 

Why, us an office of difeoucry loue, 
and 1 fliould be obfeurd. 

Lor. So arc you fweet 

euen in the loucly garniffi of a boy, but come at once, 
for the dole night doth play the runaway, 
and we are (laid for at ’Baffanios feaft. 

lef, I will make faff the doorcs & guild my felfe 
With fome mo ducats, and he with you ftraight. 

Cjra, Now by my hoode a gentle, and no lew. 

Lor, Bsfhrow me but I loue her hartilie, , 
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